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The crown, it once took from me, hasffestored.
How can I recompence so great desert !

Almanz.  I bring you, sir, performed in every part
My promise made ; your foes are fled or slain ;
Without a rival, absolute you reign.
Yet though, in justice, this enough may be,
It is too little to be done by me :
I beg to go,

Where my own courage and your fortune calls,
To chase these misbelievers from our walls.
I cannot breathe within this narrow space ;
My heart's too big, and swells beyond the place.

Boab.   You   can   perform,   brave  warrior,   what   you

please;

Fate listens to your voice, and then decrees.
Now I no longer fear the Spanish powers;
Already we are free, and conquerors.

Almanz. Accept,   great   king,   to-morrow,   from   my

hand.

The captive head of conquered Ferdinand.
You shall not only what you lost regain,
But o'er the Biscayan mountains to the main,
Extend your sway, where never Moor did reign.

Aben. What, in another, vanity would seem,
Appears but noble confidence in him ;
No haughty boasting, but a manly pride;
A soul too fiery, and too great to guide:
He moves eccentric, like a wandering star,
Whose motion's just, though 'tis not regular.

Boab.  It is for you, brave man, and only you.
Greatly to speak, and yet more greatly do.
But, if your benefits too far extend,
I must be left ungrateful in the end :
Yet somewhat I would pay,
Before my debts above all reckoning grow,
To keep me from the shame of what I owe.
But you